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LBTTEE OF MISS BEBECCA FKANES. 

[The following vivacious and gossipy letter of Miss Rebecca Franks 
to her sister Abigail, the wife of Andrew Hamilton, Esq., is here for the 
first time printed in full from the original in the collection of the 
Historical Society of Pennsylvania.] 

" Flatbush, Saturday 10 o'clk. August 10 th 1781 
" My Dear Abby, 

" The night before last I receiv'd yr letter — by Comfort — 
I wish I had been in town to have answer'd it, and sent the 
things out ; but I fancy ere I could have receiv'd yrs he 
must have left E[lizabeth] Town ; and a few days ago I got 
yrs and the checkers — all of which I thank you and them 
for. If I have time this morning I'll answer them and the 
girls' letters. You will think I have taken up my abode 
for the Summer at M™ V[an] Horn's, but this day I return to 
the disagreeable hot town — much against my will, and the 
inclinations of this family, — but I cannot bear Papa's being 
so much alone — nor will he be persuaded to quit it — tho' 
I am sure he can have no business to keep him. Two nights 
he staid with us, which is all I've seen of him since I left 
home. I am quite angry with him. I have wrote you sev- 
eral times within these two weeks — you can have no cause 
to complain, without it is of being too often troubled with 
my nonsense. Those you mention'd sending by P[olly] 
R[edman] have not yet come to hand. The ham is safe 
— the crackers havn't as yet made their appearance. I fear 
they never will, tho' I heard they were safe on S[taten] 
Island. I fancy the person to whose care they were sent 
thought them too good to part with. The person who sent 
them and the ham, I beg you'll give my sincere thanks to. 

" You ask a description of the Miss V[an] Horn that was 
with me — Cornelia — she is in disposition as fine a girl as 
ever you saw — a great deal of good humour and good sense. 
Her person is too large for a beauty, in my opinion, and yet 
I am not partial to a little woman ; her complection, eyes 
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and teeth are very good, and a great quantity of light brown 
hair. (Entre nous, the girls of New York excell us Phila- 
delphians in that particular and in their forms.) A sweet 
countenance and agreeable smile. Her feet, as you desire, 
I'll say nothing about — they are V[an] Horn's and what 
you'd call "Willings. But her sister Kitty is the belle of the 
family I think, tho' some give the preference to Betsy. 
You'll ask how many thousand there are, only five. Kitty's 
form is much in the stile of our admir'd M re Galloway, but 
rather taller and larger — her complection very fine, and the 
finest hair I ever saw. Her teeth are beginning to decay, 
which is the case of most N[ew] Y[ork] girls after eighteen : 
and a great deal of elegance of manner. By the by, few 
New York ladies know how to entertain company in their 
own houses unless they introduce the card tables except this 
family, (who are remarkable for their good sense and ease.) 
I don't know a woman or girl that can chat above half an 
hour, and that on the form of a cap, the colour of a ribbon or 
the set of a hoop-stay or jupon. I will do our ladies, that is 
Philadelphians, the justice to say they have more cleverness 
in the turn of an eye than the N[ew] Y[ork] girls have in 
their whole composition. With what ease, have I seen a 
Chew, a Penn, Oswald, Allen, and a thousand others enter- 
tain a large circle of both sexes, and the conversation with- 
out the aid of cards not flag or seem the least strain'd or 
stupid. Here, or more properly speaking in N[ew] Y[ork], 
you enter the room with a formal set curtsey and after the 
how do's, 't is a fine, or a bad day, and those trifling noth- 
ings are finish'd, all's a dead calm 'till the cards are intro- 
duced, when you see pleasure dancing in the eyes of all the 
matrons and they seem to gain new life. The misses, if 
they have a favourite swain, frequently decline playing for 
the pleasure of making love — for to all appearances 'tis the 
ladies and not the gentlmen, that shew a preference nowa- 
days. 'Tis here, I fancy, always leap year. For my part that 
am used to quite another mode of behaviour, I cannot help 
shewing my surprise, perhaps they call it ignorance, when I 
see a lady single out her pet to lean almost in his arms at 



Letter of Miss Rebecca Franks. 305 

an Assembly or play-house, (which I give my honour I have 
too often seen both in married and single), and to hear a 
lady confess a partiality for a man who perhaps she has not 
seen three times. Well, I declare such a gentleman is a 
delightful creature, and I could love him for my husband, — 
or I could marry such or such a person ; and scandal says 
most who have been married, the advances have first come 
from the ladie's side, or she has got a male friend to intro- 
duce him and puff her off. 'Tis really the case, and with 
me they lose half their charms, — and I fancy there wou'd 
be more marriage was another mode adopted ; but they've 
made the men so saucy that I sincerely believe the lowest 
Ensign thinks 'tis but ask, and have, — a red coat and smart 
epaulette is sufficient to secure a female heart. 

" I was oblig'd to cut just as I finished the heart. General 
Eobertson, Commodore Affleck and Major Murray made 
their appearance, and as I was writing in the parlour quite 
en dishabille, I was obliged to make the best of my [way] out. 
I am glad of it, as it broke my ill-natured train of ideas. 
I am quite ashamed of it. There is too much truth to have 
it known, but if it should be known I'll throw the blame on 
you, as 'twas owing to the question you ask'd of this family. 
Remember, I again say, they are excepted in every par- 
ticular. I shall send a pattern of the newest bonnet, — there 
is no crown, but gauze raised on wire, and quite pinched to 
a sugar loaf at top, — the lighter the trimming the more 
fashionable, and all quilling. Two more beaux, — Captain 
Affleck and a M r Biddulph — the first frightful, the other 
very genteel and clever. Lord ! if this letter is seen I shall 
be killed. If it is, I must fly to you for protection. Tou 
may imagine what an indifferant I am to continue writing 
and beaux in the room. But so it is — I am not what I was. 

" You beg to know what my presents are. When they 
arrive I'll tell you. They are on board of Cooper & Miller, 
which M r Weir says I must not expect them till Septr. 
How provoking ! Aunt Richa writes me word by this last 
packet, or rather by M r Oliver De Lancey, who is come in 
it, that by him I shall have a handsome dress-cap of Char- 
Yol. xxiii. — 21 
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lotte De Lanceys chusing, and two p'r of shoes. The shoes 
came in her letter. I sent post to town for the cap. M r 
De Lancey said she did talk of sending it by him, but after- 
wards thought it would be safer to come with the fleet, so 
that in Septr., and not before, I shall be ./me. The shoes or 
rather patterns for them, are dark maroon and embroidered 
with gold, and the other, white with pink. She says she 
hopes they'll be wedlock shoes — which I much doubt. The 
dear good old lady seems on the fidgets to have me married. 
I wish she was younger, I'd certainly recommend him to her, 
she seems so fond of him. I had a long letter from uncle 
Moses filled with advice and entreaties to reconcile me to 
Jack, who I find has taken it in high dudgeon our neglect, 
— not a line has he wrote to either Papa or me. I have 
wrote several times to him since I came in. I wonder where 
the letters can be — however, I am glad he's mortify'd. I 
have not a letter from either aunty Franks, De Lancey or 
Charlotte. M™ James D[e] L[ancey] wrote to me, but dont 
seem in very high spirits. 

" And now my dear Abby I am going to tell you a piece 
of news that you'll dislike as much as I do. What think 
you of Moses coming out with a cockade ! He writes to 
Papa and me 'tis his serious resolve, and we must not be 
surprised if we see him this Summer. The idea of entering 
an Ensign at his time of life distresses [me] more than any- 
thing I've met with since I left you. All the comfort I have 
is that his uncle M. will not allow him. I have not had an 
opportunity of asking Papa's opinion of it, as I received 
the letters since I've been here ; but I am certain he must 
disapprove of it as much as I do. Was he ten or twelve 
years younger I should not have the smallest objection, — 
but 'tis too late for him to enter into such a life, — and after 
the indulgence he's ever been used to he'll never brook 
being commanded from post to pillar by every brat of boy 
who may chance to be longer in the service. Tomorrow I 
shall write to him and make use of every argument I am 
mistress of to dissuade him from so mad a project, which I 
hope will arrive in time to prevent it, for if he once enters 
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I would be the first to oppose his quitting it — as I ever lov'd 
a steady character. The danger of the war I have in a 
measure reconciled myself to. 'Tis only his age I object 
to and the dis-agreeable idea of his being sent the Lord 
knows where. If he does enter, which I hope to God he 
may not, I wish he may join the 17 th , or else get into the 
Dragoons — the latter I think he'll prefer on account of his 
lameness. He has not I believe wrote to you by this op- 
por'ty — aunt Franks and aunt Richa I believe have. 

" The last letters I sent by the same oppor'ty I did M™ 
Penns, and am amazed you did not receive them with hers. 
I hope ere this you've got them safe. They went by N. R. 

opposite neighbour John C mings. He does not wish 

it known. I therefore beg you'll not let it go any farther, — 
particularly keep it from his friend and companion J. R. to 
whom I beg my best love and affections, and tell him for 
his brother's love I beg he'll accept a sisterly affection, nor 
could the sight of me afford him more pleasure than I 
should feel at seeing him. The girls are talking so much 
I scarce know what I write, — 'tis to a sister, and I hope her 
partial eyes will not permit her to see blunders, or if she 
should her partiality will find excuses for them. 

" Nanny Van Horn and self employed yesterday morning 
in trying to dress a rag baby in the fashion, but could not 
succeed. It shall however go, as 'twill in some degree give 
you an idea of the fashion as to the Jacket and pinning on- 
of the handkerchief. Yours you say reaches to the arm. 
I know it, but it must be pinned up to the top of the- 
shoulder and quite under the arm, as you would a girl's 
Vandyke. The fuller it sets the handsomer 'tis thought- 
Nobody ever sets a handkerchief out in the neck, — and a 
gauze handkerchief is always worn double, and the largest 
that can be got. 'Tis pinned round the throat as M M Penn 
always did, and made to set out before like a chitterling of 
a man's shirt. The ladies here always wear either a pin or 
broach as the men do. But what put it in your head both 
the aprons was for B. B. I am sure I mention'd one was 
for you. I shall send her something by the first oppur- 
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trinity for her remaining half dollar and Miss V. I wish I 
cou'd have been in town to have sent them by Comfort. I 
have wrote you so long a letter that you must make the 
girls take a share in it, as I have not time to write them 
now, and there is nothing new to tell them. "What I 
alluded to the Monday afternoon's was the Militia Day. 
Tell P[eggy] C[hew] I beg she'll accept the spangles and 
thread. "lis the only return I can make for the pleasure 
I receive from her very entertaining letters. Tell M ra Bond 
I had n't a line by this packet from Phene, nor does Moses 
for a wonder mention him. She may rely on any letters 
coming to us being forwarded to her or him by the first 
safe opport'y. I very much doubt your having patience to 
get thro' this scrawl. — I have not, therefore shall not attempt 
reading it over 

" Yesterday the Grenadiers had a race at the Flatlands, 
and in the afternoon this house swarm'd with beaux and 
some very smart ones. How the girls wou'd have envy'd 
me cou'd they have peep'd and seen how I was surrounded, 
and yet I shou'd have [felt] as happy if not much more to 
have spent the afternoon with the Thursday Party at the 
"Woodlands. I am happy to hear you're out there, as the 
town must be dreadfull this hot summer. N[ew] Y[ork] is 
bad enough tho' I do not think 'tis as warm as Philadelphia. 
The negro boy is not arrived, the last I heard from there, 
they, or rather he, was on the look out for a good one. I 
begin to have the fidgets 'tis so long since I've heard — not a 
line since the 10 th of last month. Y[ou]r health in punch. 
The girls join with me in begging to be remember'd, par- 
ticularly to M ra Harleston and her mother. I hope you'll 
visit them. Do, — if 'tis only on Harleston's account whose 
memory I ever shall respect. I have spent happier days 
with him than I fear I ever shall experience again. If you 
tell Billy H[amilton] I say so, he'll swear I still retain a re- 
mainder of my former penchant, but assure him 'tis only a 
pure and lively friendship. Letters this moment from you 
and P[eggy] C[hew] and one for M ra Arnold — I must stop 
o read them. 'Tis dated the 5 th , and the one from P. C. 
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the 4 th . I thank you both, and let this letter for once satisfy 
her and you. Tell B B her apron cost a dollar, of course I 
have half a dollar remaining. To Nancy Ooxe and all my 
Carolina acquaintance I beg my best love and respects. I 
shall as soon as I go to town this evening, send M M A[rnol]d's 
letter. I have not seen or heard of her these two months. 
Her name is as little mentioned as her husband's. M" 
Kobert Morris and daughters drank tea here this week. 
Neither of the girls are married or going to. I fancy Major 
B. don't wish to marry a whole family, which would be the 
case there. I should love to see Jem Postell — if you see 
him, tell him so. I don't pity Gurney. Tell Billy I oftner 
think of him than I fear he does of me, Mrs Armstrong, &c. 
Well, this is sufficiently long — love to every body. 

" I have not had one Magazine sent me since I came here. 
The other books if possible you shall have. Josy S[wif ]t 
looks as handsome as ever, and stutters as usual. Tell 
P[eggy] C[hew] I give her leave to read all I write if she'll 
take the trouble. I am happy here, tell her 'tis only for a 
visit — I wish to be with you. 

"Yours, B. F." 



